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THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF MISS SYLVIA STOREY 
One of the beauties in ‘‘ The Gay Gordons” at the Aldwych Theatre 
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THE SPARE Ek 


Thomson 


THE HON. CHARLES GIDEON MURRAY 


Whose marriage to Mrs. Aspinwall takes ‘place on 

Thursday (to-morrow). Mr. Murray is private 

secretary to Sir Francis Hopwood, the Permanent 
Under Secretary of State for the Colonies 


Father’s Pal. i 
ARL ROBERTS, 


who has made 

such a_characte- 

ristic appeal on 
behalf of the old Crimean 
and Mutiny veterans, has 
always been on familiar 
terms with the men in the 
ranks, to whom he is the 
most admired officer of 
the day. Some yearsago, | 
when visiting Lady Downe, | 
he inspected the village | 
school and talked to the 
children. To a little girl 
named Laxton, daughter 
of one who had _ served 
under him in Afghanistan, 
the field-marshal genially 
remarked, “I knew your 
father long before you did.” 


Very Green Memory. 
ome of these old soldiers 
are good yarn-spinners. 
Some years ago a Waterloo 
veteran was said to be in 
a certain workhouse, and a 
reporter was despatched to 
interview him. “Yes,” said 
the old man, “I remember 
the battle as if it was only 
yesterday.” 


iit 


The Veteran’s Retort. 

S Inge replied the 
sceptical newspaper 

man, “did you know Bill 

Adams who got the V.C. 

there?’ ss Did\s 122", re- 


Dear Life. 


Sit Marcus Samuel, having made as 
much money as he needs, is retiring 
frem business. A manu- 
facturer was once boasting 
that his income exceeded 
£20,000. ‘And I simply 
have to make that amount,” 
he added with an impor- 
tant air. “ Why, with my 
expenses, it costs me 
£16,000 a year to live.” 
' “Dear me,” said one of his 
{ fellow clubmen  blandly, | 
| “really that’s too~ much. 
| IT wouldn’t pay it—it isn’t | 
fe worth it.” 


A Conclusive Jump. \ 
M: Arthur Balfour, who 

lectures at Cam- 
bridge this week, is not 
likely to meet with the 
experience which once 
befell the late Archdeacon 
Denison when visiting the 
sister university. The arch- 
deacon, who always wore a white tie, 
went to call on the master of Oriel 
College. Ringing the bell, and the door 
opening, he was about to present his card 
when he was cut short by the footman, 
who, running his eyes over him, exclaimed, 
“All right, young man, you're too late. 
I got the place yesterday, so you needn’t 
waste your time here.” 


torted: = they <iveteran,. 1. Sng Daya Dy SRE ae oer ng 


should think I did. Why, THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF 


he was serving in the same 
company as me.” 


One of the most beautiful of London’s hostesses. 


the 7th earl in 1901 and has two daughters 
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The Countess Clonmell married 
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Thomson 


MRS. ERMINE M. ASPINWALL 


Whose marriage to the Hon. Charles Gideon Murray 

is to take place to-morrow (Thursday). Mrs. 

Aspinwall is a granddaughter of the Ist Lord 
Napier of Magdala 


Dress Reversal. 
here is a merchant in 
Berlin who will hear 
of the dress exhibition at 
Earl’s Court with mixed 
feelings. Falling in love 
with an opera singer he 
some time ago sent her 
two dresses asking her to 
make her choice and saying 
he would call to know her 
decision. A sweetly-scented 
note came in reply saying, 
““Of the dresses you have 
sent I like one quite as well 
as the other. I will there- 
fore keep both, so you have 
no need to call.” 


% 


A Bill of the Play. 
Sealed theatre pro- 

grammes are the 
latest order. It has been 
found that patrons of the 
superior parts of the house 
invariably leave their pro- 
grammes behind them, only 
to be collected, ironed out, 
and resold by the atten- 
dants to the next incoming 
audience. 


Light, More Light. 
‘The practical utility of 
the programme, liow- 
' ever, has often struck me 
| as doubtful. Unless I am 
settled in my seat a good 
ten minutes before the rising 
of the curtain I am left to 
discover who’s who on the 
. stage as best I can in the 
Lanper  arkened auditorium, and 


THE COUNTESS OF CLONMELL after the first act I feel 


little inclined to consult 
the sixpenny leaflet. 


No. 343, JANUARY 22, 1908] 


There are few lines in England so 
picturesque as the little mountain railway 
which runs to the foot of Sca Fell from 
Ravenglass on the Furness line, and it 
would be a great loss to many hun- 
dreds of travellers and holidaymakers 
should this line be closed, a contingency 
which seems just at present to be likely. 
The line was originally constructed for 
mineral trafic from the iron-ore mines to 
the coast, but for many years has been 
used for goods and passengers only, many 
thousands of people being conveyed up and 
down the beautiful dale during the course 
of the year, The line is narrow-gauge and 
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Wehe WAGE Ake 


NGER. 


runs through most lovely scenery to the 
little hamlet of Boot, which nestles at the 
foot of Sca Fell: (1) The Eskdale train 
in winter. In spite of the blizzards and 
severe snowstorms of last winter the Eskdale 
train was never once prevented from running 
by stress of weather. (2) How the extra 
ravellers are accommodated ; a pleasant way 
of travelling—in fine weather. (3) Eskdale 
Green Station on a bank holiday. (4) A 
crowd leaving the train at the terminus at 
Boot, Sca Fell. (5) Arriving at a station. 
(6) The Eskdale train running into the 
terminus at Ravenglass junction, where the 
main line is joined, 
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EDITORIAL AND GENERAL OFFICES: 


London, January Twenty-second, 


Great New Street, London, E.C. 


Telegraphic Address: ‘‘ Sphere, London.” 


SHIPPING, TOURS, 


PLEASURE CRUISES 
TO SUNNY LANDS 


SOR by the 

O ° 
BALEARIC ISLANDS ORIENT COMPAN Y?S 
SICILY S.S. ‘‘ORIENT,” 5,453 tons, 7,500 horse-power. 
PALESTINE = 

EGYPT 31st January to 10th February. 
CORFU 12th February... to 13th March. 
TURKEY 14th March to 10th April. 

GREECE llth April cm ... to 23rd April. 


Managers: F, Green & Co. and ANDERSON, ANDERSON & Co., London, For passage apply 
to the latter firm at 5, Fenchurch Avenue, E.C., or 28, Cockspur Street, S.W. 


R.M.S.P. 


SPECIAL. TOURS, DECEMBER-MARCH, 


WINTER? IN’ THE WEST. “INDIES: 


a; 33 days, £55; 60 days, £65; 75 days, £75. 
Spanish Main, Jamaica, Cuba, and Mexico, 10 weeks, 
For Illustrated Booklet and full particulars apply as above. 


A PEREBCI HOEIDAY 


in the Mediterranean and Adriatic by the Cunard Line. 


The twin-screw steamer ** Carpathia,’’ 13,603 tons, will sail from Liverpool on Saturday, 
15th Feb., for Gibraltar, Algiers, Malta, Alexandria, Trieste, Fiume, Palermo, and Naples. 
Passengers may join that Luxurious Floating Hotel ‘‘ Caronia’’ 20,000 tons, either at Alexandria 
or Naples for return to Liverpool. The round will occupy about 30 days. Apply The Cunard 
%.S. Co., Ltd., Liverpool. London, 93, Bishopsgate Street, E.C., 29-30, Cockspur Street, S.W. 


THE 
18, Moorgate Street, 


ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET COMPANY, 
E.C., and 32, Cockspur Street, S.W. 


£70. 


The JANUARY issue of ; 


THE ARCHITECTURAL REVIEW 


will be devoted mainly to the illustration of recent Ecclesiastical buildings in England. A list 
of the buildings chosen for illustration, together with some details, which will show the scope of 
the issue, is appended. 

The Editor has also secured a deeply interesting letter, hitherto unpublished, by A. Welby 
Pugin on “' Spires and Towers,” illustrated with sketches by the great architect. and giving lists 
of various examples. 

The number will also contain the third instalment of ‘‘ Modern Leadwork,"’ by Lawrence 


Weaver, F.S.A. 
LIST OF CHURCHES. 


Saint Swithin's, Hither Green, London: Ernest Newton, Architect. 
The Parish Church, Eccleston, Cheshire: The late G. F. Bodley, R.A., Architect. 
Christ Church, Port Sunlight: W. and Segar Owen, Architects. 

And many others. 


Price 1/- net. Of all Bookstalls and Newsagents, or direct from the Publisher, 6, Great New Street, E.C. 


EEE See 


of Saturday, January 25th, will contain— 


A FASCINATING SUPPLEMENT dealing with ANIMALS who have 
“SPOTS AND STRIPES.” 


THE HONOURABLE ARTILLERY COMPANY’S BALL. 
Double-page Drawing by F. Marania, whose fine picture of “The Mutiny 
Veterans’ Banquet” created such a sensation. z 


THE RING AT COVENT GARDEN: Who’s Who among the Singers. 
AMERICAN CAVALRY TRAINING. 
MOUNTAINEERING IN CANADA: Scaling Mount Aberdeen. 


And many other topics of interest. 


6d. ABSA tsk Jah) jes) der delle) ley 6d. 


THE RATE OF POSTAGE FOR THIS WEEK’S TATLER is as follows: 
anywhere in the United Kingdom 4d. per copy; to Canada 1d. per copy. Elsewhere 
abroad the rate would be 3d. FOR EVERY TWO OUNCES. Care should therefore be taken to 
correctly WEIGH AND STAMP all copies before forwarding. 
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DRY RY LANE THEATRE ROYAL. Managing Director, ARTHUR CoLLiys. 


Annual Children’s Pantomime Twice Daily at 1.30 and 7.30. 
“THE BABES IN THE WOOD.” 


Harlequinade at Every Performance. 


IS MAJESTY’S THEATRE. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.15 punctually, J. Comyns Carr's drama, 
“THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD.” 
Founded on Charles Dickens’ unfinished novel. 
JoHN JASPER .. aie oe on ate ate oe ... Mr. TREE. 
MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY at 2.15. 
MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIER. 
and MISS VIOLET VANBRUGH 
EVERY EVENING at 8, in 
SIMPLE SIMON. 
Mr. HENRI DE VRIES at 10.15 in ** PAGE 97.” 
MATINEE of both plays every WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY at 2. 


YRIC THEATRE. MR. LEWIS WALLER. 
Lessee, Mr. William Greet. Under the Management of Mr. Tom B. Davis. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.30. 
A WHITE MAN. By Epwin Mixton Royce. 
MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY at 2.30. 


J. ONDON HIPPODROME. 
TWICE DAILY, at 2 and 8 p.m. 
MIRTH, MYSTERY, AND SENSATION. 
AQUATIC, STAGE, AND EQUESTRIAN SPECTACLE. 


MPIRE, LEICESTER SQ. THE BELLE OF THE BALL. 
34 HOURS' CONTINUAL PROGRAMME. 
MORRIS CRONIN, ARTHUR PLAYFAIR, HUNTING ON BIOSCOPE, &c. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins. 


EKETOW’S RUSSIAN CIRCUS, at HENGLER'S, ARGYLL STREET, W. 

Special Xmas Attraction, PIERROT IN FAIRYLAND, delightful Fairy Pantomime, enacted 
by 100 juvenile performers. Grand Circus Programme. Two Performances Daily at 2.30 and 
8 p.m. Children under 12, half-price. Prices, ls. to £3 3s. Box office open 10 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Telephone 4,138 Gerrard. 


TRROY’S 
CHAMPAGNE. 


MR. TREE. 


H 


Geanicr 


STAMMERING 
PERMANENTLY CURED by personal tuition only. 
residence. 
INTERVIEW ON WRITTEN APPLICATION to— 
Mr. A. C. SCHNELLE, 119, Bedford Court Mansions, London, W.C. 


DOGS! DOGS!! DOGS!!! 


In response to many enquiries from our readers we have arranged to accept small advertise- 
ments dealing with doggy subjects. Photographic reproductions of the dogs advertised either 
for sale or for breeding purposes can be inserted. ‘‘ The Tatler’’ has from time to time dealt 
pictorially with many incidents in the dog world, and as the paper is read by most lovers of 
dogs, advertisers may feel assured of their announcements being seen by all interested in the 
canine race. 

Advertisement charges are 10/6 per inch single column (width of column is two inches). 
Itis suggested that two inches deep by two inches wide would bea suitable size where 
an illustration is desired with the matter giving particulars of the dogs, and the cost 
would therefore be £1 1s. per insertion. 

Send a photograph of your dog, anda block will be made at ‘‘The Tatler’s’’ expense, pro- 
vided your instructions be for not less than six weekly insertions or six insertions on alternate 
weeks. Address—ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, The Tatler,’’ 6, Great New Street. London, E.C. 


THE TATLER’S HOTEL LIST. 


AVYIEMORE.—Station Hotel, Aviemore, Strathspey. W.H. Lecce, Manager. 


Pupils taken ic 


BRAEMAR. Fife Arms Hotel. Centre of Scottish Highlands. 


BoOuRNEMOUTH.— Royal Bath Hotel. “The Hotel de Luxe of the South.” Overlooking 
Bay and Pier. No charge for attendance or lights. Hotel Orchestra plays in Grand Palm 
Lounge every evening. Garage. Near Meyrick and Queen's Parks Golf Links. Terms 4a la 
carte or inclusive. 437 Book to Bournemouth Central Stations’ C. A, Scuwase, Gen, Manager. 


COLCHESTER.—The Cups. Posting and Motor Garage. E. J. Hart, Proprietor. 


EAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. Ideal for Christmas. Climate genial and mild. Centre 
of interesting district. Orchestra during Holidays. Unique Hunting quarters. Large 
Garage. Cars for hire. Write forterms. Telephone 109 Leamington. 


LYMINGTON.—The Londesborough. Central for New Forest and Isle of Wight. 


MARGATE.— Cliftonville Hydro. Fullylicensed. Finest position, facing seaand Oval. Electric 

light and lift. Roof garden. Billiards (2 tables). First class cuisine and wines. Within easy 
distance of golf links. Motor garage in grounds of Hotel. Turkish, Dowsing and Electric baths. 
Special week-end tickets from Messrs. Cook & Sons—Saturday to Monday, £2; Friday to Monday, 
£2 10s., including 1st class railway fare and full board. Special terms forlengthened stay during 
Winter and early Spring. For Tariff apply Manager. 


UNDESLEY-ON-SEA.—Grand Hotel. 


«Proprietor. 


Tariff on application to Reirty MeEap, Resident 


ENBY FOR WINTER.—The Land of Sunshine and Flowers. Where snow is unknown. 
Where every day is a May day. Send postcard to Town Crerk for Free Illustrated Album, 
containing full particulars of Hotels and Apartments. 


WESTON-SUPER-MARE.— Week end at Grand Atlantic Hotel. Garage. Nearesttogolflinks- 
Do. Royal Hotel, for comfort. Re-furnished. Electric light. Garage. 
Do. For Sunshine and Atlantic Breezes. Booklet, stamp, Phillput, Stationer. 


YOUR SUBSCRIPTION TO “THE TATLER.” 


7 Ei =e WHERE 
Twelve months (including double AT HOME. CANADA. Se OED. 
but not extra numbers) - - £1 8s. 2d. £1 10s. 6d. ($7'45) £1 19s. Od. 
Six:months42=55. <ser -um- 14s. 1d. 15s. 3d. ($3°75) 19s. 6d. 
Three months EO retary 7s. 1d. 7s. 7d. ($1°85) 9s. 9d. 


5 Wewspebecs for foreign parts may be posted at any time, irrespective of the departure of 
the mails. 


THE TATLER has now been entered as Second-class Matter at the New, York, N.Y, 
Post Office, 1903. 


Subscriptions must be paid in advance, direct to the Publishing Office, Great New Street, 
in English money, by cheques crossed ‘‘The London & Westminster Bank”: or by Post- 
Office Orders payable at the Fleet Street Post Office to the Proprietors of '' Tue TATLER,” 
Great New Street, London, E.C, 
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cuished Amateurs 2 ™¢ésice 
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Dover Street Studios 
The beautiful Scala Theatre was the home last week of a distinguished company of amateurs, who played ‘‘ The Catch of the Season” on behalf of the 
Kensington General Hospital. Miss Enid Lang was delightful as the heroine, and as the Duke of St. Jermyn (Mr. Seymour Hicks’s old part) Mr. Noel Curtis- 
Bennett was most amusing. Our top illustration represents some of the Gibson girls. The names, reading from left to right, are: Miss S. Germaine, 
Miss Higgins, Miss Selous, Miss Smith, Mrs. Smith, Miss C. Germaine, Mrs. Walters, Miss Williams, Miss Baker, Miss Okes-Curtis, Miss Wolff, the Misses 
Cherry, Miss Allen, Miss Knowles. The second photograph depicts Mr. Noel Curtis-Bennett with most of the ladies accompanying him in one of his 
amusing songs. The names, reading from left to right, are: Miss Baker, Miss Cousins, Miss Higgins, Miss Shaw, Miss Smith, Mrs Riddell, Miss Wolff, 
Miss Bishop, Mrs. Walters, Miss McConnell, Mr. Noel Curtis-Bennett, Miss Tomlin, Miss Selous, Miss Light, Miss Allen, Miss Croft, Miss Cherry, Miss Wolff, 

Miss Cherry, Miss Radford, Mrs. K. Dizby 
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TED eee ASICS 


HIC, HA 


The Tyranny of Music. 

R. CLARENCE ROOK, taking 
his pen in one hand and his 
courage in both, has been pro- 
testing against the tyranny of 

music. I thank him for that word. There 
is such a tyranny. 
Dr. Sawyer, an 
eminent musician, 
has recently said 
that ‘ unmusical 
people are defor- 
mities in nearly 
every case.” What 
Shakspere said 
everyone knows; 
he -said, or rather 
he made Lorenzo 
say to Jessica in the. 
hour of his love, that 
unmusical people 
are only fit for the 
Old Bailey. 


Is Any Man Un- 

musical P 

Well, I have 
never met an 

unmusical person, 

and I do not think 

Shakspere ever did. 


C, 


George Gissing on Music. 
will be candid myself. I have no ear. 
Dr. Sawyer himself and all the tutors 
in the Royal College of Music could not 
teach me to reproduce the air of the 
National Anthem. I like music to come 
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By JOHN 
§ ©° LONDON. 


A Divine Air. 
oweyer unmusical I may be in the Al- 
bert-Hall sense I pay secret homage 
to “organised noise.” Only the other day 
working in my ‘den’ ers fell on my 
ear notes so simple, so liquid, so charged 
(it seemed to me) 
with consolation 
that 1 could liken 
them only to the 
tinkle of raindrops 
on parched leaves. 
Drawn_ by that 
quickening melody 
I stole to the room 
from which it pro- 
ceeded. It was 
my four-year-old 
daughter practising 
chop- sticks. 


‘“Where our Sol- 
diers are Shot.” 
he discussion as 
to the exact 
site of Tyburn 
gallows which 
lately raged in 
“The Athenzeum ”’ 
is now the subject 
of a fresh corre- 


The Salvation “spondence in “ The 
Army won its way Globe.” An_ inte- 
by taking music resting point is 
into the slums. brought out by one 
Sven madmen love MADAME LEMOINE WITH HER DAUGHTER correspondent, who 
music, But Mr. To prevent the opening of the envelope lying in a London bank containing the recipe for diamond- states that in 
Rook draws a just making, the option on which her husband sold to Sir Julius Wernher, Madame Lemoine has hurried Rocque’s plan of 
distinction. You to London, and is here seen leaving the office of her solicitors London, published 


may disapprove of 
a man if you think he does not love 
music (it is quite certain that he does), 
but you ought not to hate him because 
he does not love Brahms. And yet there 
is a good deal of this tacit disapproval—or 
shall we say gratuitous pity ?— about. 
Thi at is where the “tyranny” comes in, 


The Unco’ Musical. 
t has brought its own corrective, for it 
is on the unco’ musical people, not 
on the “ unmusical,” that satire spends its 
shafts. There is hardly a musical instru- 
ment which is not a recognised property 
of the caricaturist and the professional joker. 
The cornet, the fiddle, the flute, the piano, 
what jests these have inspired—jests that 
do not grow stale because they are 
directed against affectations that persist. 
For this reason a nation which has accepted 
L orenzo’s anathema against the man with 
‘no music in his soul” was delighted 
when George Du Maurier poked fun at the 
simulatéd raptures of the musical at home. 


Goethe Baffled. 
Depend upon it the unmusical people 

zi are musical in their own hidden 
humble way. Even Goethe after listening 
to some instrumental music said to his 
friend, Eckermann, “It is a strange state 
into which the technical and mechanical 
improvements in the art have brought our 
newest composers. Their piocuenes are 
no longer music. They go beyond the 
level of } human feelings, and one can give 
them no response from the mind ‘and 
heart. How do you feel? I hear with 
my ears only.” A lady sang “Um Mit- 
ternacht.” “That song,” s said Goethe, 
“remains beautiful whenever it is heard. 
There is something eternal, indestructible, 
in the melody.” Here was limitation 
perhaps, but here was candour. 


when I am not expecting it. George 
Gissing, in the person of Henry Ryecroft, 
says that the sound of a barrel organ 
below his window would often restore his 
brain in a moment. 


Chancelior 


SIR ARTHUR VICARS 


Custodian of the Crown jewels at Dublin Castle, 

whose name has been prominently mentioned in 

connection with the viceregal commission which 

is holding a secret inquiry into the disappearance 
of the Crown jewels from Dublin Castle 
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in 1746, the gallows 
themselves are plainly marked at the foot 
of the Edgware Road. But, he continues, 
“inside of the park wall south-east of the 
gallows is a spot on the plan marked 
‘Where our Soldiers are Shot,’ which | 
take to be on the site of the Marble Arch,’ 


An Execution. 


n his volume on “ Eighteenth-century 
London” the late Sir Walter Besant 
has a heartrending account of a soldier’s 
execution here. ‘The contemporary writer 
whom he quotes found a young woman 
standing beside Rosamund’s pond in St. 
jJames’s Park, where she was about to 
drown herself. She had good cause, for 
her husband was to be shot that morning 
for fighting under the enemy’s flag. The 
writer did his best to console her, and 
while they were talking the guards came 
in sight. They were taking her husband 
and four prisoners to be shot in Hyde Park. 


# Ea te 


A Tragical Halt. 
hen the slow procession approached 
the poor woman threw herself at 
the feet of her beloved William and cried 
distractedly, ‘‘ William, my dear, my 
husband, where are you going? "They 
are leading you to destruction. You shall 
not go with them. Sure they donot mean 
to shoot my William. The King has not 
such a man in his army.” The guards 
halted a little, but presently moved on, 
while the woman’s cries filled the air, In 


an hour ail was over. 


Thames and Seine, 


MY recent reference to national pride 
i reminds me of the answer of the 
Englishman, who being asked in Paris 
whether London had a river to compare 
with the Seine replied, “ Yes, sir; and we 
call it Fleet Ditch.” 
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Clarke & Hyde 


LUDGATE CIRCUS AND CANNON STREET ON A SUNDAY MORNING 


It seems hardly credible that the photographs reproduced above are actual representations of well-known spots in the City of London, depicting as they 

do an almost entire absence of people. The photographs were taken on a recent Sunday morning and are typical of every Sabbath day in the City, when 

the streets are silent and deserted. Although the City holds many hundred thousands of workers each day it is a veritable City of the Dead between 
the hours of nine a.m. and noon on Sundays—usually the busiest hours on week-days 
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By 
@M. T. P. 


A REMARKABLE SNAPSHOT-—-A CONSULTATION OF JUDGES 


This photograph depicts the Court of Crown Cases Reserved, consisting of the Lord Chief Justice and four other judges, which sat the other day to consider, in reference 


to the alleged theft of 1,000 pheasants’ eggs, whether the eggs really did belong to Sir Walter Gilbey. 
Mr. Justice Lawrance, the Lord Chief Justice, Mr. Justice Ridley, 


T was bound tocome. The march of 
civilisation has extended to the Isle 
of Man, which is strongly objecting 
to Mr. Hall Caine’s appearance in 

the House of Keys in what is euphemisti- 
cally termed his “tourist” suit. Mr. 
Caine has applied to Mr. Tree’s master of 
the robes for the loan of a toga. 


The House of Keys, however, does not 

take exception to Mr. Caine’s coif- 
fure, although if the others members 
emulated it that important legislative 
body would soon 
be known as the 
“* House of Locks.” 


N eanwhile. Mr. 

Frank Rich- 
ardson is still 
tugging at ou 
whiskers. © Might 
one suggest that 
his amusing letter 


on Edwin Drood 
might well be his 


last word on the 
subject ? 


H earty con- 


gratulations 
to Abdul Aziz on 
his being deposed 
from the throne of 
Morocco. He 
must have been 
having an ex- 
tremely | uncom- 
fortable time of 
it lately, and in 
spite of occasional 
floods in the 
winter-time _ the 


DEN & [DRUG [[OPCE 
TINSTALLATION [DANQUET 
TPROCADERO JREFFAURANT. WED: Jan: 151 1908. 
Sk? Re TOM JDROWNE WoRSFHIPEOL MASTER - 


‘The Earl of Limerick is appealing to 
winners of last-line competitions 
to devote a fraction of their prizes to 
charity. I have no doubt that these 
conquering heroes will keep to their feet 
—which are frequently one too many— 
and respond to this appeal. 
Lord Limerick boldly begins 
To suggest that the person who wins 
Should make a subtraction 
Of just a small fraction—— 


A nd the winning line is, “‘ Charity covers 
- a multitude of sins.” 


Jo 2605. 


TAVCPEAG Ae 


Now Geve ler her vip 
Heres The firsh 


Jomp of The (easen 


NEN 


A CHARACTERISTIC MENU CARD 


The names, reading from left to right, are: Mr. Justice Darling, 
Mr. Justice Channell 


he fact that Mr. Farman has flown a 
circular mile in a contrivance which 
is as big asa house and can just accommo- 
date one passenger has caused a flutter 
through the civilised world as well as the 
“Daily Mail.” 
But do you think that you can whirr 
In your aerial car, man, 
From London right to Manchester ? 
I fear not SS so far, man. 


Southend seems to eeaacy that by any 

other name it might smell as sweet, 
and in pursuance of this idea it has ex- 
pressed a desire 
to call itself 
Thamesmouth. It 
is generally safe 
to assume in an 
airy .way that 
other people know 
their own business 
best, but I rather 
think that if a 
guileless stranger 
in search of a 
wholesome week- 
end were asked to 
choose between 
Southend and 
Thamesmouth he 
would choose the 
former. 


e€ are accus- 
tomed to 
seeing fulsome 
things written in 
praise of reigning 
monarchs, but Mr. 
Carl Siewers has 
reached the limit. 
He states that the 
King of the Swedes 
and the Wends has 


Ton BRetie, 


climate of the never contributed 

Thames valley is At the banquet of the Pen and Brush Masonic Lodge on the occasion of the installation of Mr. Tom Browne, R.I., a single line to 
: i ° 5 as worshipful master. |Membership of this lodge is restricted to artists and writers. Among the well-known men > On 

‘verv cratel , i ; $ z 7 

Mak et R ie ul and depicted in the cartoon are: Messrs. John Hassall, Dudley Hardy, Lance Thackeray, Walter Fowler, and Joseph ay En g lish 

com orting. Harker, representing the brush, and Messrs. Mostyn T. Pigott and Reginald Geard the pen mage zine. 
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.EHIND SCENES : rad! ten 


BEHIND THE SCENES AT THE PARIS OPERA HOUSE 


The above photographs are of peculiar interest at the present time, depicting as they do the new directors of the Opera at work directing rehearsals : 
(1) A lively scene at the last dress rehearsal; (2) the new directors in their study considering alterations and transformations to be made in the theatre. 
On the-left is M. Messager, on the right M. Broussaud, and at his side M. Legarde; (3) a singer rehearsing her part before some of the directors 
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Sometinins 


makers of 
British melodrama 
must look to their 
laurels when Madame 
Hanako, Japan’s most 
famous __ tragédienne, 
pays these shores a 
visit with her com- 
pany of actors and 
actresses. Madame 
Hanako is | pre- 
senting a_ series of 
plays at the Berkeley 
Theatre, New York. 
Most of these are one- 
act plays, and all 
conclude with the 
murder and suicide of 


The 


5 


© 


It 


Ke 


= 
XS 


| 


LT 


JI 


(No. 343, JANUARY, 22, 1908 


elodrama 


the entire company 
in full view of the 
audience, Swords 
are used, and blood 
flows in generous 
streams. ‘This is ob- 
tained by means of 
a red fluid concealed 
in small bags on the 
persons of the actors, 
which when pierced 
spill their contents 
about the stage: 
(1) Madame Hanako 
and M. Yoshikawa ; (2 
and 3) Madame Han- 
ako, M. Yoshikawa, 
and M. Yamaoka. 
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IN COUNTY DONEGAL. By Will Owen. 


P..O. Clerk: Do you want to withdraw or deposit? Doogan: No; oi dount. Oi want to put in 
P.-O. Clerk: Sign this form Doogan: Above the line or below it? P.-O. Clerk: Just above it 
Doogan: Me whole name? P.-O. Clerk: Yes Doogan: Oi can’t wroite 


65 b2 


THE TATLER 


Not to be Done. 

CLERGYMAN who made a study 
of antiquities was riding on the 
outside of a coach in the West of 
England when the driver said to 

him :— 

“Tve hada coin giv’ me to-day 200 
years old. Did you ever see a coin 200 
years old?” 

“Oh yes; I have one myself 2,000 
years old.” 

**Ah,” said the driver, “have ye?” 
and spoke no more during. the rest of the 
journey. 

When the coach arrived at its destina- 
tion the driver turned to the clergyman 
with an intensely self-satisfied air and 
said :— 


“T told you as we druv’ along that I. 


had a coin 200 years old.” 

paeSce 

“And you said to me as you had 
one 2,000 years old.” 

“Yes; so I have.” 

“That's not true.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“What do I mean? Why, it’s only 
1908 now.” 


Honest Man. 

os ow, look here, Thompson,” remarked 
Bloom, “it is six months since 

you borrowed that £5 


The Apologetic Waiter. 


very steady and serious country 

gentleman had joined a newly- 
established London club which offered 
the usual advantage of bedrooms for 
country members temporarily in town. 
When next the squire visited “ Modern 
Babylon” he put up for the night at the 
club, which had in the meantime become 
extremely fashionable and its hours corre- 
spondingly irregular. The squire went to 
bed’ at an early hour when all was quiet 
and decorous. 

Next morning he came down for 
breakfast at his usual hour—eight o’clock 
—but was surprised to find the room in the 
middle of the dusting process and not a 
cloth on the tables. While he was gazing 
helplessly around a sleepy - eyed waiter 
came up to him. 

“T beg your pardon, sir,’ he said 
apologetically, ‘““but no suppers can be 
served after half-past seven.” 


From Ireland. 

‘The following appeared in an Irish 
newspaper: ‘“‘ Whereas John Hall 

has fraudulently taken away several 


articles of wearing apparel without my 
knowledge, this is therefore to inform him 
that if he does not forthwith return the 
same his name shall be made public.” 
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STORIES OF 
§ THE MOMERT. 


Something Like a Tooth. 

“if want yer to take out this tooth of 
mine,” said a countryman to a 

dentist. 

The man sat down and in a short time 
the dentist had his instrument applied to 
the offending tooth. But every time he 
was about to pull it the patient shut his 
mouth. The dentist whispered to his 
assistant to get a pin and go quietly 
behind the chair and dash the pin right 
into the calf of the man’s leg. Uttering 
a yell of pain the man opened his mouth 
wide. ‘Taking advantage of the oppor-. 
tunity the dentist gaye one pull and out 
flew the tooth. After the pain had some- 
what abated the man, not in the least 
suspecting the trick, said, rubbing the calf 
of his leg :— 

Lor’, but that tooth of mine had a 
tremendous long root.” 


The Reason he Asked. 
distinguished divine of unusually 
solemn and impressive appearance 
went to a country town to lecture. He 
arrived early in the afternoon and all the 
town, of course, spotted him within five 
minutes as a very great and very saintly 

man. 

He went into a chemist’s shop, and in 
tones that froze the young 


note from me.” 

“Seven,” corrected 
Thompson gravely. 

“Well, then, seven 
months,’ snorted Bloom; 
“and you promised to 
give it back to me in a 
week. Promised  faith- 
fully to return it me in 
seven days instead of 
months.” 

“T know it,” answered 
Thompson sadly, drawing 
a memorandum book from 
his pocket. ‘That note 
was No. 672,929. I made 
this memo, and then [| 
spent the money. Since 
then I’ve been trying to 
recover it.” 

‘But,’ shouted Bloom, 
“any other would do as 
well.” 

“No,” responded 
Thompson, shaking his 
head, “I’m a man of my 
word. When you gave 
me the note I said, ‘I 
will return this to you,’ 
and I meant it. Bloom, 
old man, just as soon as 
I come across No. 672,929 
I'll see that you get it, 


for I am not the one 
to go back on my 


promise.” 


His Oratorical Success. 


At a town council 

meeting a newly- 
fledged magistrate in 
thanking his colleagues 
for the honour they had 
conferred on him, instead 
of saying he would 


blood of the shopman 
said, ‘‘ Young—man—do 
—you—smoke ?” 

““Y-yes, sir,” said the 
trembling man. “I’m 
sorry, sir, but I learned 
the habit young and 
haven't been able to leave 
it off.” 

“Then,” said the great 
divine without the move- 
ment of a muscle or the 
abatement of a shade of 
the awful solemnity of his 
voice, “can you tell me 
where I can get a good 
cigar?” 
it % i 


One Good Turn é 
yAN. train was just start- 


ing at a certain 
South London - station 
and a gentleman was 


about to open the door 
of a carriage and jump 
in when the guard 
ran up, seized him, and 
pulling him back 
said :— 

“Why, I probably 
saved your life, sir. It’s 
most dangerous to get 
on a train when in 
motion.” 

Presently the guard’s 
van came along, and the 
guard was just gliding in 
in that graceful manner 
peculiar to all guards 
when the aforementioned 
gentleman rushed up 
and pulled him back by 
the coat tails exclaim- 
ing :— 

“You have saved my 


temper justice with mercy 
in the petty sessions court 
assured them that he 
would do his best to 
“tamper with justice and 
mercy.” 


Harold: Dear me! No. 
Ethel: No; succumbed 


TWO POINTS OF VIEW 


Ethel: Have you heard of Jack's engagement to Eleanor? 
Then Jack has finally succeeded ? 
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life, guard; | must save 
yours.” 

That guard’s face as 
the train went off with- 
out him was a picture to 
behold. 
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SLIGHTLY MIXED. By George Belcher. 


Visitor: Er—are you an official here, my man? 


Rustic: Well, zur, first parson ‘ee called me beadle, the next ’ee called me virgin, the third ’ee called me sextant, now you 
calls me fishul. Oi dunno which oi be 
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By L. R. Briault. 


First Budding R.A.: How on earth can you work up here in this cold weather? 
Second Budding R.A.: Oh, | just mix up a lot of nice warm colour on my palette and | 
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Lallic Charles 


THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF LADY JULIET DUFF 


Lady Juliet Duff is the only daughter of Lady de Grey by her first marriage with the late Lord Lonsdale. She is clever, very artistic, and added to that 
is nearly 6 ft. in height 
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Personalities 


SIP ° @ Paragraphs. 


A COMING-OF-AGE HOUSE PARTY 


The house party of relations and intimate friends which assembled to celebrate the coming of age of Mr. Ronald Fellowes (Rifle Brigade), eldest son of the Right Hon. 


A. E. Fellowes of Honingham Hall, Norwich. 


years the most popular whip that ever guarded the door. 


Mr. Ailwyn Fellowes (Minister for Agriculture in the late Government and previously Vice-Chamberlain) was for many 
Mrs. Fellowes is a sister of the present Lord Hylton, and as an amateur actress has few rivals. 
consists of four sons, the second of whom is in the navy, and both the younger boys are desirous of entering his Majesty's service. 


Their family 
The names, reading from left to 


right, are: standing—Mr. Eric Fellowes, R.N., Miss Shelley, Mr. Ronald Fellowes (Rifle Brigade), Mr. Shelley, Miss Muriel Bonsor, Mr. Poé, R.N., Mr. Hedworth 
Fellowes, Mr. R. Howard-Vyse (Royal Horse Guards), Mr. Parker (Rifle Brigade); sitting—Hon. Roger Brand (Rifle Brigade), Miss Montague, Hon. Mrs. Ailwyn Fellowes, 
Right Hon. Ailwyn Fellowes, Mr. Leo Trevor, Miss Sybil Miller-Mundy, Mr. Harry Benyon, and last, and in one sense least, Master Carol Fellowes, and Mrs. Fellowes’s 


Aldershot’s New Hostess. 
HE appointment of General Sir H. 
L. Smith-Dorrien to command the 
troops at Aldershot brings home 
another notable hostess to join 
that little band of generals’ wives who 
are notable for their hospitality. For 
some years past Lady Smith-Dorrien has 
been known throughout the army for her 
entertainments, and it is safe to say that 
the somewhat dreary little town of Quetta 
was never so gay as it was during General 
Smith-Dorrien’s period of command there. 


ca 


A Humorous Incident. 
[2 this connection Lady Smith-Dorrien 
recently related a little incident that 
is not without its humorous side. A 
somewhat pompous Jady was _ passing 
through Quetta and met Lady Smith- 
Dorrien at tea one afternoon. Not 
catching her name the visitor pro- 
ceeded to patronise her to some extent. 
Finally she said, “I suppose you hold 
some sort of official position here, do 
you not?” “Qh yes,’ replied Lady 
Smith-Dorrien instantly. “You see I am 
in command of the commanding officer. 
That is my husband over there,” indicat- 
ing the general, who was standing con- 
versing with a group of friends. The 
story quickly got about, and “the com- 
manding ollicer” her ladyship is likely to 
be for some time to come. 


Lady Smith-Dorrien. 
Belore she married Lady Smith- 
Dorrien was a Miss Schneider of 
Furness Abbey, and is a soldier’s daughter 
as well as the wile of one who has been 
indicated by no less an authority than 
the Duke of Connaught as likely to 
become the head of the British Army 
before he retires. 


prize toy bulldog, Honingham-Zaza 


** Ulster ”— 
Si Arthur Edward Vicars, Ulster King 
of Arms, whose name has been rather 
prominently under notice lately, is recog- 
nised as one of the leading archeologists 
of Ireland, a subject which he has made 
a life-long study, and he is reputed to 
know more of the ancient history of his 
adopted country than any man living. 
Strangely enough Sir Arthur is not an 
Irishman, despite the popular belief to the 
contrary, having been born in Warwick- 
shire. Concerning his appointment to his 
present position a good story is told. He 
was walking in Piccadilly one very wet 
day when a friend stopped him to con- 
gratulate him on his appointment. “1 
hear you are going to be Ulster,” said his 
friend. ‘ Yes,’ was the reply, “but this 
sort of weather makes me wish 1 was 
going to bea mackintosh instead.” 


And his Hobbies. 

Gir Arthur is an enthusiast for the old 
~~ English game of bowls, at which he 
is a great adept, and it is often laughingly 
said about him that if he were sent to the 
Sahara to-morrow the first thing he would 
do when he got there would be to set 
about laying down a bowling green. He 
was once being chafted in the Kildare 
Street Club, Dublin, of which he is one 
of the leading members, about the well- 
known story of the British admirals play- 
ing bowls when the news of the approach 
of the Spanish Armada reached them, and 
was jokingly asked if the game was so 
fascinating that a man forgot even his 
duty over it. “My dear chap,’ was his 
reply, “my only wonder is that they took 
the trouble to leave their game and put to 
sea at all.” Another hobby of Sir Arthur 
Vicars is the collection of old book plates, 
of which he has one of the finest collec- 
tions in existence. 


7O 


“The Hermit of Printing House Square.” 
here is no one who is more vitally 
affected by the recent changes in the 
control of “The Times” than is Mr. 
George Earle Buckle, who has for the past 
twenty years or so presided over the 
destinies of “ The Thunderer,” and already 
reports are current in the clubs to the 
effect that he will shortly retire from his 
present position. Like many others who 
wield enormous power Mr. Buckle is 
almost entirely unknown to the outside 
public, but there can be no doubt that 
his influence of recent years has. been 
very great. It has often been said that 
Mr. Buckle never writes himself, but this 
is a great error, and seyeral scholarly 
articles from his pen have appeared in 
“The Times” of recent years. 


i it 


Some Stories. 


(Concerning one of these rather a good 

story is told. Early one evening one 
of the departmental editors of “The 
Times”? who had not been connected with 
the paper very long was running through 
the contents of his basket, sorting out the 
wheat from the chaff among the pile of 
manuscripts before the real work of the 
night began, when Mr. Buckle entered his 
room. “Have you anything special for 
to-night?” asked the editor. His sub- 
ordinate shook his head and said, ‘“‘ Here is 
a thing that might do if you are short at all. 
The style is a bit rough, but can touch that 
up all right. But the beggar does not sign 
hisname.” Mr. Buckle picked up the article 
in question and threw it down again with 
a hearty laugh. “I am sorry the style 
does not suit you,” he said; “I wrote that 
myself. If you are going to use it send 
me up a proof and I will try and polish it 
myself.” Afterwards Mr. Buckle was heard 
to say that he had never been so fearlessly 
criticised in his life. 
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s mz London Pageant. 
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The machinery, in the form of offices, executive, and officers, that is to control and manage the great pageant in London in the summer of this year is 
now in full working order. The head office is at the Savoy Hotel. No.1 shows the meeting convened at the Savoy Hotel to inaugurate this great pageant. 
The Earl of Kilmorey (standing) was in the chair; to his left will be seen Mr. Frank Lascelles, the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford, Mr. Beerbohm Tree, and 
Mr. George Alexander; to his right are Mr. Leonard Willoughby, Mr. Sheriff Wakefield, Sir Harry North, and Mr. Harry E, Brittain. No. 2 shows some 
of the executive in council at the offices of the pageant. The names, reading from left to right, are: the Right Hon. the Earl of Kilmorey, K.P., A.D.C., 
Sir Harry North, Mr. Leonard Willoughby, Mr. Cyril A. Spottiswoode, Mr. Frank Lascelles, and Mr. Arthur Croxton. Other members of the executive 
include the Earl of Clarendon, the Earl of Kintore, Sir William Bull, M.P., Mr. Harry Brittain, etc. No. 3 depicts some of the gentlemen present at the 
inaugural meeting. Among them were the mayors of most of the London boroughs 
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HEN John Tombs was taken on 
at the office of “The English 
Home” he fully understood the 


nature of his duties. He was 
to yo anywhere and write about it after- 
wards. He was also to write anything 
else. He was to help in the subediting. 
He was to encourage the advertiser by 
subtly allusive paragraphs. He was to do 
any book-reviewing there was. He was to 
read all amateur and unsolicited manu- 
scripts sent to the office. He was to dress 
well in order that he might interview 
people. He was to be energetic, honest, 
and obliging. It was also desired that he 
should be a genius when he had the time 
for it. 

As a new broom he swept very clean 
indeed. Even the business manager, who 
rarely praised any- 
body as that was no 
part of his work, 
confided to the editor 
that Tombs seemed to 
be “a bright young 
fellah.” The editor 
himself admitted that 
Tombs did the work 
of two men. 

Six weeks later 
Tombs was doing the 
work of one man. 

Six weeks after 
that Tombs was 
doing the work of 
one boy and _ shirk- 
ing it when he got 
achance. The busi- 
ness manager came 
to the editor and 
said, “This Tombs 
you made so much 
fuss about is an 
absolute wrong ‘un. 
He'll have to go.” 

The prospectus of 
the Oribolu Develop- 
ment Company had 
been definitely pro- 
mised on the under- 
standing that some- 
where in the body 
of the paper there 
should appear a 
column, chatty but 
well informed, deal- 
ing with Oribolu 
and its inexhaustible 
prospects. Space was 
left for this. John 
Tombs was to have 
written it. But John 


Tombs was _ play- 
ing matador after 


luncheon and forgot 
all about it, and 
filled up the vacant 
column with a con- 


(K@) 


Yes, Mr. Smith,” said Tombs. The 
question had served to remind him that 
those last sheets had not yet gone off. 

“Very well,” said the editor. ‘‘ Then 
you can pack up your things and go. 
Understand? We don’t want you any 
more. You are idle and idiotic. In apply- 
ing for any new place you will do better 
not to give our name as a reference. I’ve 
told the cashier to give you a week’s 
money instead of notice.” 

“Tt should be three months,” said 
Tombs. ‘‘ That is the custom when a man 
is engaged as | am.” 

“Then,” said Mr. Smith, “‘ you can sue 
us for the balance. Now hook it.” 

Tombs went upstairs to his room. 
It took him two minutes to get his per- 
sonal belongings together. Then he took 


tributed poem en- 
titled “Mother's 
Prayer,” which in 


the opinion of the 
editor never ought to 
have been accepted. 

That was the last straw, and it broke 
the camel's back in sixteen different 
places. 

The editor waited until the evening of 
press day. Then he whistled up and 
Tombs came down. 

“Those last sheets that I initialled— 
have they gone off to the printer?” 


“Oh yes, sir. 


‘Aw, | suppose you don’t keep puppy biscuits in this benighted village?” 


In a bag, or eat ’em ’ere, sir?” 


a look at those sheets initialled for press 
by the editor which he had yet to send 
off. The top sheet was headed “ Answers 
to Correspondents.” ‘Tombs thought that 
would do very nicely. He drew his 
fountain pen from its scabbard and for the 
space of a quarter of an hour he got in 
some particularly fine work in the “Answers 
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to Correspondents.” Then he put all the 
sheets in an envelope, rang for the office 
boy, told him to take it off to the printers, 
and added that he would probably get 
the sack for not having come to fetch it 
before. 


Se 


On the following morning the editor 
came out of his room with an agitated 
face and a copy of the new issue in his 
hand. 

The business manager also came out 
of his room with an agitated face anda 
copy of the paper in his hand. 

They collided in the passage and both 
said,‘ What the devil——” simultaneously. 
Then they went into the editor's room to 
talk it over. 


’ 


“Listen to this,’ 


said the manager. 
He read out as 
follows :—- 


“ CLARA wishes to: 
know the rules for 
the composition: of a 
sonnet. She should 
avoid late hours and 
rub the part affected: 
with iodine.” 

“Listen to that,” 
resumed the manager, 
“and you passed that 
for press yourself.” 

“Never in my 
life,” said the editor 
fervently. “ Some- 
body has been 
getting at us. And, 
oh goodness ! here's 
some more of it.” 

He read out as 
follows :— 

“Anxious In- 
VESTOR.—We do not 
know in which year 
Mr. Bernard Shaw 
was born. Put a 
piece of sulphur the 
size of a nut in his 
drinking water, and 
if the moulting con- 
tinues write to us 
further.” 

“DEBUT AN T E.— 
Remove the surface 
of your face with a 
carpenter’s plane and 


polish briskly with 
bath brick and a 
little sweet oil. 
There is no other 
certain cure for 


superfluous hair. Sir 
Walter Scott is still 
alive, but we under- 
stand that owing to: 


advanced years he 
has given up writ- 
ing.” 


“And there’s any 
amount more of it,” 
said the editor. “ All 
I've got to say is. 
that if a merciful Providence will only give 
me ten minutes with John Tombs Pll put 
up with the rest.” 

In the meantime John Tombs took a 
glass of dry sherry at the Bodega, and for 
the first time in his life read a page of 
“The English Home” with — sincere: 
pleasure. 


